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“ Poor Papa is warmly espousing the cause of Mixed Bathing, advocated by the Daily Mail, and with such a distinguished champion all opposition by the 
seaside Mother Grundys will doubtless speedily disappear. In order to sct a personal example and show how the thing ought to be done, he got up what he 
calls @ ‘water sociable’ the other day at Brighton, and set the rules of the Corporation at defiance. Dad's idea was to impart a Continental flavour to the 
whole business, and I really think he succeeded. As Aunt Geezer afterwards remarked: ‘It was quite too Trouvilly for anything.’ ’—Toorsis. 


BODLES, THE SCORCHING SKYLARK. 


A NEW YORK MURDER. 


(PART IT.) 


On June 2nd, 1836, Richard P. Robinson, dry goods store 
clerk, was put upon his trial for the murder of Helen Jewitt, 
«ne of the Queens of the Demi Monde, 

the sympathies of the public were all with the accused. 
On the Sunday following the murder we read: “Sermons 
were preached everywhere with crime os their text. A 
noted divine, Mr. Brownlee, made an eloquent appeal for 
the murderer, and looked coolly upon the blotting out of 
Helen's young life as a deed to be commended. The 
sympathy for Robinson ran so high that the fast young men 
of the day wore a fancy glazed cap known as the ‘ Frank 
Rivers,’ a name by which the young murderer was known 
in the parlours wherein he was wont to spend his evenings. 
On the day of the trial there was an immense concourse of 
these caps, and the owners cheered Robinson when he 
appeared, but reviled and hooted the female witnesses 
summoned to testify against him. The prisoner looked as 
bland and careless as a bridegroom.” 

As described in the first part of this narrative, a man 
poorly disguised in a cloak had accompanied Helen to her 

B > eyes iments ts “a hours mn elt she lolped ani had gion 

& 8.” gai cin, & nin’ 2 ment when the President (3) “ Don't sit up for me.I may be late.” Doladies recognizer y the landlady and by Saini wees lept on the 

a rae fe Sil Bl eae ree bi his insignia—a lark attend the Scorching Skylarks meetings, John?’ asked a floor - lens aad whe ae hearing a weevy wer 
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sine,” said Bodles ; and ie was a proud— said he, on the firet grand night— _ said she, “if you ain't home by ten. (Me was, oor, whence he escaped by the oor, leaving it open 
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behind him, and dropping on the way a cloak and a blood-stained 
hatchet, which were picked up in a yard at the rear of the premises, 

The hatchet was sworn to by a person employed at the stores 
where Robinson worked ax belonging to their place. The sister of 
a man who had sold Robinson the cloak swore to its identity. 
Another woman swore to seeing him enter the house where the 
crime was cominitted about nine o'clock at night. The cloak, of 
which Robinson denied the ownership, had on it stains of white- 
wash similar to thore on Robinson's clothes and on a fence he 
climbed when escaping. It was strongly suspected that Helen 
was not the only woman he had murdered, and the strongest 
witness against him—the girl who saw him creeping downstairs— 
mysteriously died just before the trial begun. 

He wax acquitted, The most exivaordiniey efforts were made 
to stifle damning evidence, and made successfully. Yet, when the 
case for the prosecution closed, those in court who had listened to 
“the terrible amount of proof against the prisoner,” settled into 
breathless silence to hear what testimony could possibly be 
brought forward in his favour. 

A cigar shop keeper came forward and swore that Robinson was 
at his shop at the time it was sworn he was at the scene of the 
murder, * The manner of the witness,” we rend, “ showed plainly 
he was bribed and perjured,” and a few weeks after the trial he 
committed suicide. It is asserted, too, that one of the jurymen 
was bribed and secured the unexpected and extraordinary verdict. 
A wild scene of enthusiasm ensued, but the murderer avoided his 
misguided friends and crept away by a subterranean door. 

As soon as he could he fled to Texas. He was said to have 
embezzled a large sum of money belonging to his employers, but 
no steps were taken in the matter, and not very long afterwards, 
it appears, he died, leaving behind him valuable property to be 
fought for in the law courts. 


———— 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


SomE Trvurk STATEMENTS RESPECTING CERTAIN HORRIBLE 
OCCURRENCES ON BOARD THE “GIDDY GEEZER.” 
No. 8.—T'he Statement of Miss KittT1E KoFpropr, of the Darkest 
Africa Burlesque Co, 

“T, Kittie,do solemnly believe that it is some woman or gir! 
belonging to the Co. who prowls around by night and steals our 
things. What puzzles us, though, is what she wants with them, 
for they can't all fit her, seeing that among those ogee, ct 
*xmalls,” ‘slenders,’ and ‘women’s.’ There's only one member— 
Miss Podger—who wears ‘outsizes,’ but even she has lost two 
pair. Perhaps they are very dear at the place we are going to and 
the thief intends to open n shop. Anshow, these robberies can’t 
go on in this way. To-night we must take some decisive step, 

“(Signed)  K. K.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 

°.° Co r~ondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Yes, about a quid should do it; Second-hand, though, F. E. 
CuaRrkE. Not ta any case, SUBSCRIPTION; Jt is only ALLY'B 
lark. Very sorry that we cannot Spare you apace for letter, SAPP. 
Twaddle! yes, of course, MECHANIC, SLOPER docan't care a ran, 
Thanks for pleasant note, DEVOTER, Alirays pleased to hear from 
ae oe Ancicent’s failing, Lonxit, He's a scorcher with 
he gale, 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Sorwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
8 montne, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stampa or I'.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tk St.OPERIES,” 99 SUOE LANE, FLEET STRERT, Loxnos, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Iooksclier#’, and at our Agente, 
ALBERT HESS & Co, 
7 Rue Du 29 JUILLET. 
—— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the nezt-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall bs 6c to meet 
evith his or her death ina ltailway Accident to the Train in 
ehich they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay” he found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


Se 
SHOCKING, INDEED! 
“ Our Hilda does not sing so well as she did three years ago.” 
“She does not. Whata ansick it must be when a singer discovers 


that she has Jost her voice.” : A 
“ It is still more shocking when she does not discover it. 


——-—_—_— 


WITHOUT THOUGHT. 


Jack, Tam dog tired. 
Cis, Lam rubber tyred. 


pp. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION 


FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 644.—The “Cromer Bathing " Costume, 
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AN 


AFFABLE INQUIRY. 


“J'ear, Bill! my pal wants ter know if yer a-wistin’ away 
through luv, or if yer in trainin’ to redooce yerself to a ‘uman 


‘airpin?” 


Bertie (trying to get on with the Belle of the Pier). 1 thay, Vm 
f tho” 


thure I've met you t 
Belle of the Pier, It's 


umwhere, don'tyouknow. Wha 


possible ; which draper’s are you in? 


“Did Putter tell you 
drive the other day?” 
hefore he took to golf.” 


that lying yarn or his about his monster 
“Yes; but then he used to be a fisherman 


a gyL 


(Saturday, August 2, 1:9; 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


First Sireet Young Thing (engaged). Oh! there's one thing. dey: 
do tell me! How do you manage your little brother, you 
know, to prevent him coming in when he’s not wanted ! ‘ 

Second Swert Young Thing (rery much eaqer-s). Tell him lots 

ear, 


of creepy ghost stories, aud t en sit in the dark, . 


Hal. Do sou mean to say, after rescuing the girl he is engaze| to 
from the river, he never even recognized her? 
flv, How could he?—her complexion had got wet, 


Tlerr’s an awfully easy one for you. What is the differenc. 
between a murderer and a recently-punished schoolboy ?—W.1), 
one, you see, has the brand of Cain upon his brow, aud the oth: 
the brand of cane upon his— Next, plense, 


* 
AT 7 P.M., ere hubby left. 
His wife said, “ Darling, don't be long!" 
He answered, “Sad I'll be, bereft 
Of you, dear love! 1 won't be long!" 


At 2 A.M., in doleful strain, 
The wile said, “Sure he can't be long!” 
The husband, in a horse-trough lain, 
Was warbling, “ Now we SHAN'T be long !!” 


Brown. What's Smith doing now? 

Sh . Not anything. 

Bron Why, be told me he was connected with the Boy 
Messenger Company. b 

Shares, 60 he may be—by wire. 


“No, gentlemen,” shouted the impassioned orator, hotly, “ yo. 
cannot make a sow's ear out of a silk purse”—(langhter)—- | 
should say a sow's purse out of a silk ear”—(roars)—“T mean, 
gentlemen, a silk sow out of purse’s ear '—(shrieks)—“ that is, 3 
sow's silk out of a——” (retires, amidst “proar), 


Bachelor Uncle. What's the matter with the child? What i: 
she fidgetting about so for? 
EX ipa } and Proud Mother, She wants to play “All among the 
Ohacieter Uncle, For Heaven's rake let her go, then ! 


Ee es Sel 


ON THE MOORS. 


pm 5 
Mike (disgusted with the youn uire's shooting). Shmokeless 
Poin it, be jabers! Well, ch Deathless shot, any way. 


—— ee 


COON SONGS. ; 

WueEn Albert Chevalier first flashed athwart the horizon of 
varietyland his coster was awarded the sincerest form of tlattery. 
It was imitated all ends up, as the says. When Eugene 
Stratton first came to the music-halls with “Susie Tusie” anil the 
“ Dandy Coloured Coon” the same process was followed. Nowi- 
days everybody on the stage pn oe coon sone The nigger is as 
common as the coster was. Ladies, who look like dolls with on 
leg of the pants turned up, sing about magsa and de cotton till all 
ia blue, e heard one man siug about “ Sailing down the O-hi-o. 
He thought it was a river. . 

Then another perfurmer, a lady this time, sings about “ Massv's 
Daughter: she ain't no common Chloe or a Dinah,” and impr 
sonates the coon who is supposed to have fallen in love with the 
young lady. She is white, but the coon is yellow, and he asks why 
mammy and dad couldn't have their Pete made a different colour: 
Apart from the choice rhyme of “yellow” with “colour,” ther: 
is humour in that request, which is home, because th: 
parents did not perform a miracle. ut a coon in love with his 
master’s daughter! And bar a= about it! He would get a few 
bullets singing nbout him if he expressed such a sentiment at 
home. Lynching would be too good for him. ees 

But ladies who sing coon songs never trouble about possibilities 
and probabilities. All they want is a white shirt, striped kuickers, 
a big-brimmed straw hat, and some limelight. They are cuous at 
once, 

We will grant that some of them look pretty. very pretty. Our 
tame poet was quite mashed on a sweet young thing in coons at, : 
certain West Knd hall; and he told his mother that the dear girl 
was quite justified in turnivg up one leg of her pants, becau-e she 
thereby displayed a very pretty curve of the limb. _In fact, the 
young lyrist wondered why she did not turn up both legs. sy 
mother sent hin to bed without any supper. Naturally, he coule 
not get to sleep, xo he kept the night-light burning, an started to 
write © cong which he was going to present to the dear sweet 
feminine creature with the dainty curve in the left limb. This ts 


it:— 
MY DINAH. 
A Modern Coon Song (English style). ; 

Tam playing onde banjo, can’t you hear its tinkle tum! 

1 am sitting underneaf de lilac tree ; 
And de humming bees are humming, can't you hear how 

strong they hum? 
Aud my Dinah am a-coming out to me! 


Chorus. 
Oh, Dinah! Pride o’Carolinn! 
Oh, Dinah! Give me one sweet grin! 
Ain't you comin’ out here? 
Just to waltz nbout here? 
Tf yer ain't a-comin’ out—stop in! 


Our tame poet had got so far when the lynx eye of his mother 
there was no missing lynx about that eve !—Saw the light under 
the bedroom door. She went in and spoke forcibly to the amorous 

youth. Then she called his father up. Mother left the room. 
‘ather reniained there. He spoke forcibly. So did the poet. 
They heard him outside the cab radine. ihen 

We will draw a veil over his sufierings. He drew the bedelothe 

ater them, 


Saturday, August 29, 1896.) 


TOOTSIE AT CROMER. 


WE have suffered much, dears, since I last wrote. Bob insisted 
on our comaiety here by boat. We had an awful journey and were 
all very unwell, but poor Billy was right nway the worst, and what 
he must have suffered in his capacity of conk I can't think. Bob 


somehow kept up a sort of hectic hilarity, but was ominously pale 
und now ond again meditatively gazed upon the raging oe ron 
the side. 

When we reached dear old Margate we insisted on staying there 
for a night, and had a jolly time. At Great Yarmouth, too, we 
looked longingly, but that wretched Bob heeded not our prayers, 
and go here we are at Cromer. 

Clement Scott, writing ten years ago of “Comfortable Cromer,” 
speaks of it as a village whereat the best part of the inhabitants by 
ten o'clock have gone to by-by. It is a bit more lively now, and 
nt the Metropole, where we are staying, I am told they keep Inte 
hours in the smoking-room, Yet people don’t go to Cromer to 
live racketty lives. There is noise enough and sufticient horse- 
play at Yarmouth near at hand for those who desire that kind of 
relaxation. It has, Mr. Gill tells us, been brought by recent mil- 
way extensions “more prominently before the holiday public 
without endangering its rank as one of the most select seaside 
resorts in the Kingdom.” 

Mr. Scott says, “Children of mature age are not indifferent to 
the childlike amusements of the sands, Fortifications, ramparts, 
and agricultural designs of great elaboration are daily created, by 
the curate or the tutor, fora reading party of mixed sexes, and 
have my eyes to bear witness that in the case of young and beauti- 
ful ladies no years of discretion remove an inherited taste for what 
is popularl 
known as ‘pad. 
dling.’ Paddling, 
1 need scarcely 
observe, consists 
of skirting the 
fringe of the sea 
with naked feet, 
and the pleasure . 
is derived from 
watching the 
wavelets at low 
tide break upon 
the lower extre- 
mities, relieved 
from the encum. 
brance of shoes 
and — stockings ; 
and Cromer is at 
once so quiet and 
innocent in its 
habits, that it is 
no unknown 
thing for a lonely 
pedestrian on the 
sands to come 
across a party 
of nymphs true 
to their Venus- 
born origin, sur- 
prised at their partial ablutions by some wandcring Acton with 
no curiosity whatever in his composition.” 

eed I say we paddled? But I have somehow a foreboding of a 
calamity, That ricketty old Dook Snook yesterday nearly dropped 
me into the sea carrying me ashore from a boat. To-day the Hon. 
Billy, taking Tottie and_me fora rustic stroll, stirred up a wasp's 
nest with his walking-stick. Did we run? Well, WE DID!!!! 


A case for fight. 


——.9——__——— 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS, 


ALBERT ANGOSTURA SLOPER. 
Born, 1573. ASSASSINATED, 1605. 
From the painting by Val Prinsep, R.A. at Holloway Gaol. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the World, 


SLOPER'S PlLbs 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (so PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


107 Watertoa Road, S.E. 
July 16th, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,—TI can confidently recommend 
Sloper’s Pills as a wonderful cure for headache 
and endigestion, Yours faithfuily, 
IENRY E. KAUFFMAN, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
91d. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 


fe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 


TO culsri LADIES 
ities and obstructions, a remedy which 
TO er the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 
TO te most aifieut nds oe LADIES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD TEs 
Oe RELIEF ran wid 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
TO No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LAD. 
TO ws airs. sow, of Denmark Hi ‘Cunberwell, LADIES 
writes : LADIES 
“ By adopting your treatment my anxiety |, A DIES 
x and misery pn ke within cwenty-ieer hears, CADIES 
TO although for over three months I had been ~ 
daily taking pills and other things in vain, LADIES 
TO Half the quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES 
TO to my intense joy and surprise.” LADIES 
TO A sworn ~~ is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
TO frone bottle at te: 64. (by post, ts, tis us, LADIES 
TO ually sufticient for any case. LADIES 
TO Full —— will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
TO Write privately to— LADIES 
T Mrs, A. 8. ALLEN, 
‘o 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
TO LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalled. The mest effectual on carth. Nothing can resist them. 


94d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS. 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON. W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped acdressed envelope, 


A FATAL BLUNDER. 


THERE is no term of vile abuse in the English or any other 
language iu which I can fully express my contempt for myself. 
What though I allude fifty times a day to asses, fools, men, 
and idiots?) What pour I dig holes in my palms with my finger 
nails, grind my teeth like a Surrey-side melodrama villain, and 
kick my unfortunate person until I resemble a football referee or 
the wife of a drunken 
coster, Nothing that I can 
do or say will calm my 
troubled soul. Nothing 1 
cun say or do will bring 
back my lost Matilda and 
the prospect of matrimonial 
felicity ou her five huudred 


u year. 

But I'll tell you all about 
it. It seems to ease me 
a bit to unbosom myself. 

It was at Shellbeach that 
I met her—the fairest, jam- 
miest bit of confectionery 
thatever wore silver-clocked 
stockings, and madly as I 
adored her, my love was by 
no means lessened by the 
knowledge that she was the 
only child of a doting and 
oofy parent, who would pro- 
vide handsomely for her 
when she married, and 
leave her his entire accumulation of thick ‘uns when he 
snufted it. 

1 will not dwell upon the details of our ae ge Suffice it 
that 1 wooed and won her against all rivals, and that “papa's” 
scarce doubted consent was all that was wanted to complete the 
engagement, 

And yet 1 was not happy! The green-eyed monster lurked for 
ever in my breast, and made existence almost a burden to me. I 
was jealous of Matilda's every movement. I could have slain in 
oan blood everything in trousers upon whom she bestowed a 
smile. 

And then at Inst eame the evening—the fatal evening which was 
to seal my fate. It was dusk when, looking from the window 
balcony of my lodgings, I saw the well-known form of my divinity 
pass upon the parade beneath accompanied—oh ! shade of Othello 
—by a stranger, and that stranger—a man. 

Thirty seconds later, with doubt and fury at my heart, I was 
dogging the footsteps of the unconscious couple. Along the busy 
promenade out upon the lonely cliffs they strolled, deep in earnest 
conyerse, With a thrill of anger 1 saw she now leaned aflec- 
tionately upon his arm. His head bent lovingly over her fair face 
n dozen times in the walk ; I seemed to hear the whispered words 
of passion he was, doubtless, pouring into her willing ears, At Inst 
—ah! horror—he drew her suddenly to him, her arms were tung 
about his neck. J/c was kissing her! . 

With a howl of rage t dashed rapidly forward and, springing 
furiously upon my successful rival, felled him to the earth, and 
spurned him with my foot as he lay there. Then I turned to 
Matilda. But she had thrown herself upon the ground by the 


senseless figure. k 
“Oh! what have you done?” she cried. “You have killed 
my father, and he had just given his consent to our engagement. 
1 will never—zerer forgive you.” 
And though the old man came round again in less than half-an- 


hour, she hus kept her word, 


2 


to 
1 
a 


WILD WAIST-ERS. 


(The usual wasp-waist, lone so belovet of Indies, is, it is sail, to go out of 
fashion, awl the Venus of Milo-like wais ec : i 
corsets are highly recommended for weu fuk. iT ee eae 

THE wasp-like waist, 

Of (g)natty taste, 

Now raiseth many a smile O! 
All waists some scorn, 
Save that once worn 

By Venus erst of Milo. 
Tight-lacers will 
Soon droop to xi/, ! 

Amid _ Sex that’s charm. 

ng; Fi 


AwewARO A CORSET IS 


Bor FASHION DEMANDS 
<a ir? 


~—- 


~Sosge 
are ' 


cy 


tis clear, 
Both far and near, 
Themselves with “stays” 
are arming. 


But “men, | 
If this be thus, 
Then woe is us, 
That men should be obeyers 
Of modes so dense, 
That, in strange sense, 
Would make them all seem 
“stayers,” 
Why Man should ape 
Laced Woman's son af 
Doth pass all comprehension ; 
‘Twould seem to show 
That they, you know, 
Need Bedlam’s kind attention ! 


4 


LATEST FROM THE “FRIV.” 


“ Au artist are you? I suppose you are always hard at work? 
What are you doing now 2” * Studying the figure.” 
os 


A PATIENT MAN. 

JosEPH W. J. HEARNDUGGS could have given old Job a 
hundred yards, and a beating. 

Talk about a patient man! Well, — 

When Mrs, H. went into tweed bloomers, announced her inten- 
tion of being a “ poor downtrodden worm no longer,” and sported 
a four-in-hand tie, he simply never said a word ! 

She took to cigarettes ; rolled, gummed, and smoked ‘em herself, 
and wrote to the Daily 7vlegraph suggesting that the best way to 
celebrate the Queen's Reign would be to teach every woman how to 
strike a match in a gale of wind by drawing it sharply across the 
leg ot her divided garments. Still Joseph never said a word ! 

She abandoned her children to the housemaid’s care—dida’t 
interest herself, whether the baby had a can-opener_ with which to 
get at his “condensed,” or whether his six-year-old brother fed 
him his “Mellin’s" through the kitchen keyhole with » pewter 
squirt—whilst she spent her time at the Emancipated Woman's 
Help One Another League. Still old Joe wasas dumb as a wooden 
highlander : never spoke an angry syllable ! 

She treated him, so to speak, with the contempt one naturally 
feels for one’s inferior in intellect, weighed out hix sugar, sent one 
of the children with him to his lodge, in fact, ruled him with a rod 
of iron with a metaphorical nail in the end of it, untilone day her 
attention was drawn to a modest little “advt.,” sandwiched 
between the pattern of a baby’s first undergarment and an account 
of a polar expedition in the eeain Nooze, which rau: 

“REQUIRED AT ONCE, by a middle-aged man whose 
wife is engaged in Politics, Science, Social Equality 
and Learning to Smoke, a woman built on the ol 
linea, willing to keep house, make puddings, wear 

tticoats, and be gencrally agreeable. Head of 
house, aged 43, easy to manage. Old-fashioned 
views indispensable, but youth, beauty, and amia- 
bility no bar. Reply, with photo, J.W.J./L, Box 
977, Evenin Nooze Oftice.” 

When Mrs. H. saw that, she hurried home, boiled the kettle for 
the baby’s arrowroot with her tweed bloomers, gave her smoking 
tackle to the tixed point policeman, and generally simmered down. 
Qld Joe chuckled a little to himself when he came home that 
night, but he never said a word—not a word ! 


PINKING DONE ON THE PREMISES. 


Don Frascati, Oh! how it tickles t 
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' *,* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive phot, 
MORE OF POOR PA'S CRITICS. NOT TAKING ANY. grabiha from thea of dey" friende fe reerive plete 
ve not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS, 
WS 


N 


(1) “ Yus! I allers reads ‘ALLY SLOPER'; it's a 
fair knockaht!” 


No. 458.—Miss EVELYN SHIRLEY, 
“T cannot hope to find a fairer bride.” 


—The Duook Snovk. 
(2) “The whole thing i ae “ My very life would I lay down to serve ae oy 
ie who ng is istressing to —Lord Boh, 
me; I will send a few res y goons things tothe Joey. I say, do lend me sixpence, I want to get some cough-drops for my throat. “For I'll be true, dear love, to you.” a 
Editor myself.” Jessic, Not another penny ; | know the sort of drops you take for your throat. —The Hon, Billy. 
ON HER BENEFIT NIGHT, TOO! be Gib. WHY HE STAYED. 


TRUE TALES FROM THE SEA. 


Surimepon on SEA 
ay Fisn Train. 


Ne 
Manager. Geut to see you, miss; shall I send 
nit iecipal Boy. Jobunie, with red ; 
inci, ‘ey. Johnnie, with red nose, eyeglass, 
anda dint to natch ? Yes; show him ail . 


“What! stillin Town?” “ Yes; sha'n't 


But that Johnnie cried off, and handed the ’ - oak go away at all. Can't get my collars Fisherman. Fresh caught? Lo mum ; why, 
fae ries ween os wher hated rival, Ae ig uiiea sear washed as I like ‘em when I leave I cau ht this hidentical one about alf-an-hour age 
principal girl. Chinaman. Net to blithering idiots ! London. opposite your windows. 


THE DROUGHT AT McSWINE’S FARM. 


(1) McNab has sympathy wi a’ leevin’ craters. “Aw (2) McSwine, douce man, said, “ Losh me, the Millennium maun be near at 3) Th i va 
ken weel what it is to be drouthy mysel’, ma bonnie haun noo; here's the lion lyin’ doon wi’ the lamb sae peacefu’ an’ sa happy, wees a ll pcg Sr ee tat et cece aciiesninad 
beasties. Tak a bit sook at the dew. Sic a sicht brings tears tae ma auld een.” out o’ their daft heeds the morn's mornin’, dang them!” 


-.. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

From his official duties free, The Czar has started on the spree :—Important changes, you may know, Their uniforms will undergo :—A most instructive 
time he spent, When Li to visit Gladstone went :—Art and the Nation the head And mourn the lost illustrious dead :—The expedition to the Pole, Proved 
most successful on the whole :—A novel and exciting race At Aldershot, last week, took place :—The time will come when England must Roll Turkish misrule 
in the dust.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


by ad - Howaroalcre ° Cangreve . 


OVERHEARD IN THE PADDOCK. 


“Tell me why your horse is like the letter ‘s,’ Major?” “ Haw—give it up, I'm 
sure.” “Because it always comes in /ast, you know. Z 
And she had the check to expect the poor man to smile. “DEAREST ELLA,—I play to a splendid male 
C = _ audience here rey orca so I Fi be pretty 
attractive. Wien 1 sca agin to town I mall es 
L to turn the garden into a swimming bath. 
ONE CONSOLATION ace lots of fellows who'd turn up.—Yours 
always, HETTY.” 


HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. 
No. 9.—“Sleep, while I sing good-night, good-night.” 


i \ 


Mi t-Flirt, Er—Mr. h 7 WHERE DO THEY COME IN? 
mr eakel toe for ny endl Maat wort refaaed SN “See the Conquering Hero Comes.” Very true, 


—you asked me for my hand last week—I—I refused : 
you—because 1—I—well—I’ve thought better of it now. but how about the widows of our poor black 
Alr, Hearyspoons, Well, that’s funny ; so've Z/ “ Well, anyhow, I’ve saved the machine.” brothera: 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
_— )— 
The Mummy is going strong at the Comedy, and it deserves to. 


It is a screamingly funny farce, written around a humorous, if not 
altogether original, idea. 
But most of us do not go 
to the theatre to cavil and 
criticise, we go to be 
amused ; and if the author 
can succeed in doing this 
for us we owe him a debt 
of gratitude. Messrs, 
George Day and Allan 
Reed have written a piece 
which would cause a 
feline to indulge in 


cachinnation, an the 
Comedy company lend 
their talen support. 


Never was so interesting 
a mummy! The Panton 
Street specimen knocks 
all those in the British 
Museum to shivers, 


By the death of ‘Sir 
John Everett Millais, 
Bart., P.R.A.. English art 
haa sustained an irrepar- 
able loss, and hundreds 
of people will miss the 
ysl sed Laberge g cs - 
really grand man. Tak- 
. ing him all in all, he 
was, unquestionably, the biggest English urtist the present cen- 
eal f has produced, and as long as the world lasts his name 
and work will remain as monuments to his artistic greatness, 
The letter he wrote to ALLY when he wax created an F.O.S. will 
interest our readers at the present time. This was before he was 
made a baronet. The letter ran: “2 Pulace Gate, Kensington, 
16th May, 1885. Mr. J. EB. Millais begs to thank Mx, SLOPER fur 
the compliment he pea aid him, Mr, Millais sill place the 
diploma amongst others he has reecived, and hopes he may vbtain 
@ continuance vf MR. SLOPEL's approval,” 

ss 
<2 


TUE India and Ceyloneries still continues to prove a huge draw, 
and now that the evenings are becoming a bit chillier, numerous 
pleasing additions are being made to the attractive list of side 
shows, If ever there was a place to tuke your very best girl, Earl's 
Court is the spot. ee 

s 


Roanixe biz is always the order of the night at the Middlesex, 
for the Drury Laners love their Mogul, as they affectionately term 
it, aud the assurance of a capital 
show brings them tlocking in in 
shoals, The Old 'Un drop in 
for an hour or soafter concluding 
rome business that had brought 
him to town for the day, and 
after a tiddly or two with the 
genial Graydon settled down to 
the full enjoyment of the 
gramme, elen Stuart 
sweetly pretty and danced a 
hornpipe and her way into the 
Ancient’s heart, the oh beweroed 
were clever, and Princess Pauline 
—where's our dramatic _peer- 
age [—wore two delightful dresses 
and charmed the big audience 
muchly. She is the mabiest of our 
illustration. The Three Romas 
gave a most entertaining and 
wonderful display of weight lift- 
ing. They are fine and handsome 
specimens of humauity and furm 
an effective tableau after each 
of their clever feats, 


HENRY SAMPSON, founder of 
The Referee, and a friend, one 
wintry Sunday night, took a 
letter of excuse to old Topham, 
the artist, from a gentleman with 
whom they were spending theday, 
Old Topham came to the street door and gave Sampson, who was 
then a wealthy man, a shilling. Pendragon touched his hat, took 
the bob, and adjourned with his friend to the King William the 
Fourth in High Street, Hampstead, where they had two sixes of 
Trish hot. *.° 


THE O'er Moss Grown Fabric has this day conferred the “ Award 
of Merit” upon H. MACKINNON WALBROOK, because he is the 
able Eilitor of ye Society.” “ At times, feyther,” chir- 
ruped the Azure-Eyed One, “you appear to be all there. This 
‘ere’s an instance of the right thing in the right place. For some 
time past I’ve 'ad my_heagle ho on Harry, and if I'm not 
mistaken ‘is literary and other paths will be strewn later on with 
roses, You ought to cultivate ‘ls acquaintance and hendeavour to 
protit by——” But the Sage of Shoe Lane jibbed at such an 
uncalled for harangue, and only obtained iepanige f anointing the 
head of his son and heir with a half-pound pot of treacle, which 
Mrs. 8. had just got in for a roley-poley. 


concern ourselves, If their clubs 
think fit to pay them, well and 
good; we can raga expect a 
gentleman to forfeit all the sum- 
mer and be out of pocket by it 
when money is really out o' 
the me. That professionals 
should receive higher remunera- 
tion we — As — 
representatives of a great game, 
they ought to obtain proportionate 
reward. Thecrack jockey, billiard 
player, or boxer, would look down 
mn contempt upon the compara- 
, tively paltry earnings of our famous 
batsmen and bowlers. If we must 
reduce the game to a commercial 
speculation, let us recognise the 
justice of doing the right thing by 
the men whom the public pay to 
see, o 


Born the Pavilion and Palace 
have programmes of colossal pro- 
portions and A-l quality just 
how, and the country cousin who 
is doing town has a good time 
in store for him when he visits 
either of these haunts of delight. Teddy Swanborough and 
an Mortou know what a music-hall entertainment should be, 
you 


-. _ 
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SHAKESPEARE ADULTERATED. 


, \ TRUST 
Glasses i \ {8 DEAD !! 


=< N 


[Ay 


“This was the most unkindest cut of all! 
For, when the noble SLOPER scanned the legend— 
‘Trust is dead,’ ingratitude more strong than ‘ Fine Old Tom,’ 
Quite vanquished him!” 
—"“SLOPER,” a Tragedy ; Act 8, Seenc 23, 
SS 
SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 5.—Goob-BYE TO THE SEA-SERPENT. 


THRICE ten fathoms, and ten times three, 
Beneath the crust of the to ¢ sea, 

Wriggled and writhed the great Sea-Serpent, 
Crying, * Alack, and a-woe-is-me ! 
Here, unseen, | must lounge and laze ! 
Never again (to dazzle and daze 

The sailor's sight) will the great Sea-Serpent 
Up from the ocean his long limbs raise!" 


Down, down, down in the deepsome sea, 
Loud and loug was the mermuid's glee. 
“Why this rubbish, ye great Sea-Scrpent ? 
Whence this folly, this fiddle-de-dee? 
Up to the surface ye ken your ways; 
Ye wot how the mariners mutely gaze, 
Horror-inspired, on the Sea-Serpent : 
Why should ye ceaze your head to raise /” 


“ Ladykin, ladykin, well know ye 
What mystery aye has attached to me! 

1f 1 lose that same,” quo’ the great Sea-Serpent, 
“ Less than a penny my worth will be! 
And these be the end-of-the-century days 
When | daren't »ppear to the mariners’ gaze, 

For, oh, if 1 do,” quo’ the great Sea-Nerpent, 
“They'll prove me a fraud by the Ltontgen Rays! 


SOME SUPERSTITIONS OF THE SWEET SEX. 

THE girl who wishes to get married should never whistle at 
tuble. Ancient omen, Nor should she address the waiter as 
“Cod's head,” “ You with the gravy eye,” or remove an inditfereut 
oyster with her thumb and forefinger and sling it at the plate-gluss 
mirrors, especially if her “intended ” be present. 

To put aside some of the cake that has been served at a wedding 
ensures your never being hungry. Ancient omen. A tle or 
two of the bride’s parent's sparkling guoseberry is a good preven- 
tive of your ever being thirsty, too, whilst, if you get away early in 
the wealthy uncle's fur-lined coat, it is a sign that i will not feel 
the cold so much that winter—or in the next world. 

Good luck will cast its golden radiance upon the bride who sees 
a black cat shortly after being manied. Very ancient omen, But 
the bride who takes too much nerve tonic and sees vermilion rats 
and orange lizards shortly after being married, will achieve a 
padded cell in a bi-chioride of gold institute. 

To receive a proposal of marringe in an omnibus or tramway- 
car signifies either that you will repent at leisure, or that your 
escort has had three or four more “special Scotch’s” than are 
necessary to sustain life. 

Never get married in a church outside which is an open grave. 

ld maxim, It may tire out the bridegroom elect a good deal to 
go waltzing round England stopping up the “little bits of 
freehold” of the contempo: corpses ; but the penalty of neglect 
of this precept reads like a wholesale shipping order of bad luck. 

To fall over the handle of a broom on one’s wedding morning is 
considered as unlucky as falling off the golden cross of St. Paul's 
ona Friday. Brooms (as well as letters from one’s former spark, 
photographs of one’s self taken with the “lamented ” on the sands 
at Margate, and newspaper cuttings relating to one's only bréach of 
promise) should be hidden away, for one day, anyway. 


——$++ —___. 


GIRLS SLOPER'S SPOTTED, 


The Senside-Watering-Pot twigged this little thing on a 
horizontal bar, in a Hall of Dazzling Light at Brighton, and 
ut once felt his heart go tlipperty-tlop. She won't have anything 
to do with him, though—says she likes more than three hairs, 


: {Saturday, August 29, 1866, 
OFTEN THE WAY. 


“Vct do vou say? Don't vont to give more than twopence for 
a cigar? Do you vant it for your coachman?” “Not a bit of it 
old cock! I give the eighteen-penny cigars to my coachman aud 
smoke the twopenny myself.” 


MODERN DRAMATIC TUITION. 
(According to the report of a recent trial.) 

Loup and angry voices were heard in the room above, 4 
woman's porcine shriek smote the air, ‘ 

A orca ctheert beenkinn ‘schelicuh h 

woman's heart- ng so roke upon t 
ge gee ‘ ae the ak - ee ne 
Yith one accord they rus u e staircase and burst 
door of the room from which the sounds proceeded, oe 

A woman with dishevelled hair, torn and dust-covered clothinz 
and eyes red with weeping stood in the middle of the room.’ 

A man with coat off, sleeves rolled wp, his eyeballs rolling in 
frenzy, and the perspiration streaming down his face, confronted 
the intruders, 

i vege do zoe bigst egal 3 br pr gemree 

e are here in the interests of humanity,” stern] ore 
one of them. “You are brutally ill-treating nid ob lgced es 

“Am 1?" he asked, turning to her. 

“No-o,” she sobbed, “you are not. Gentlemen, he—he is 
teaching me how to—to express the—the natural emotions, This 
is n—is n school of dramatic art.” 

And the avengers slunk out of the door and went slowly down 
the way they came, 


— 


AT SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM. 


Little Timothy (with Madame Tussaud's on the brain). 1s that 
a real pleeceman, or is he stuffed ? 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
CONDUCTED BY LaDy Dowpy. 
ent 
Looney.—I can't quite make out what you want from ycur 
sketch. Did you ever take drawing lessons? I wish you hus. 
Anyhow oaegel that you want to know how to make 4 


1 
fashionable and if this doesn’t suit you, you must be very 
hard to please. Take 7} s of silk, aud sufficient turf to 
make a grass lawn, then shoot i= silk and einbroider your 
lawn. Cut with a full yoke, and make the skirt @ Ja Zouace. 
with the double-barrelled basque und several poutfs, If you 
don't like a belt, you can of course wear braces, they are quate 
the rage now worn outside a la Oucricr Irlandais. Trim al ahs 
way round with folded revers, nud a few éeru guipures droppe: 
here und there look very stylish. If you'll reud me a porte 
order for half a sovereign — mark the letter pricate, Not 
editorial—I'll forward you the paper pattern for cutting out, 
and further directions, ‘ , 
SHESAU.—If the paste of quicklime and nitric acid which I recom- 
mended in a previous number has had no effect upon your 
moustache, I ain afraid that the milder depilatories which wre 
sold in the shops are hardly likely to touch it, Why don’t yuu 
shave! Men shave, why shouldn't we if we want to ' 
Spot Rep.—1 am so sorry to hear of your misfortune, What 9 
sight you must look, to be sure! Fancy having one on the tip 
of the nose too, but all face powders are most injurious, that 7 
to say with the exception of Jonesmith, whose advertisemen 
you will find on the back of the cover. Sup you tr is 
and prussic acid iu equal portions. 1 have always found this 
eflicacious, but as it is somewhat poisonous, it is as well to keep 
it out of the way of the children, 
CONGENITAL IDIOT.—I nn glad you find the HALF-HOLIDAY *0 
instructive. We endeavour to make it so, 1 can assure You. 
From your symptoms I should say that you want change it 
to cheerful seaside resort, Tell your husband | say ¥0, avd it 
he makes any pitiful paltry excuses about want of money, 
show him up in our pauper, a 
MARGUERITE.—No doubt it was the cucumber. Yes, it is a met 
distressing pain, Try a hot pancake poultice, Make it im the 
usual manner, and fry a delicate golden brown. Apply ike 
wardly where the pain is and bind on with a roze-pink hand Hy, 
chief. 1 saw sume lovely ones at Brownsmith'’s list weer. 
Is. 113d., all silk. 


Saturdey, August 29, 1896.) 
HUSBANDS’ 


HOLIDAYS. 


Phippa (bacheor). Ah! what a change from the noise and 
worry of London, eh! 


Grecne, Hm! L have the wife and family with me, y'know ! 


eed 


WONDERFUL! 
RoursxE NewrTon was entertaining a friend at his hospitable 
mansion, and casually remarked, “That's a piece of rare china you 


have in your hand.” 
The friend looked at it rather incredulously, and merely drawled, 


“Indeed!” 
* Yes," continued Newton, “that cup hae escaped breakage at 


the hands of sixtven consecutive servants,” 


THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON. 


—>— 


CHASTER VI. 

Mrs. ryson’s metamorphosis from an unkempt. undressed, 
damp, dishevelled female, to a dignified, gorgeously, if not 
sumptuously clad female from somewhat meagre resources, at 
once stamped her as a female of resource, The savage woman hail 
hitherto been content to be clad inainly in her native dignity, but 
Mrs. Bryson had shown them the glories of balloon sleeves, cutting 

ins, and goreing, and the other 

mysteries of cloth-spoiling which 
ix a sealed book to all male man. 
kind, except the editor of a 
fashion paper when he happens 
to be « man, and the revelation 
came not only as @ surprise but 
nshock. The dusky ladies rea- 
lised they had been neglecting 
their opportunities of blandish- 
ment on their respective hus- 
bands, and the twenty-six 
sections of Queen Loriabuloo 
retired to the rear of their 
respective wigwams, and shed 
tears of bitter mortification. 
They recognized at ouce that 
the latest addition to the matri- 
monial staff had taken a leading 
position—a position they never 
dreamed, when they saw her 
. in her damp and dishevelled 
condition, that she conld have assumed. 
_ King Loriabuloo was also greatly gratified at his consort’s 
improved appearance. He had hitherto been content with some- 
what familiar robes, and he studied up pozsibilities for the future, 
King Loriabuloo was willing to progress, but, alas, his education had 
not enabled him to learn how to progress. He retired to the Royal 
Treasury to investigate regarding his resources. Many things had 
been washed ashore at times, but these had nut been used owing 
to an ignorance of how to use them, but the King was now 
determined to utilise his treasures. He hung the legs of 1 pair of 
tweed trousers round his neck, under the impression that it gave 
him additional dignity, and he sallied forth to parade his graces 
before Mrs. Bryson. That horrified lady cast on his majesty « look 
of scorn and retired to her wigwam. 

The King was discomfited. There was evidently something 
wrong, but he knew not what it was. He cogitated for a time, and 
than a happy thought struck him: the white man could put him 
right, and the white man was sent for. 

ohn Babbleton Thompzon was not satisfied with his position 
on the island. He had been allowed to wander about as it pleased 
himeelf, to find food for himself, and‘ns he was not accustomed to 
savage ways he had fared somewhat badly. His botanical educa- 
tion had been neglected in his youth, with the result that in his 
castaway condition he had no idea of what was wholesome and 
what was otherwise. He had gathered and caten fruits of every 
variety during the six davs he was left unattended, and as several 
had disagreed with him he had suffered greatly. And the worst 
of it was that he had mixed his foods promiscuous-like, nnd he did 
not know which had produced the pe effects, and he still went on 
blundering further. When he was sent for by the King, therefore, 
he was glad, He supposed that it had been decided that it would 
be best to knock him on the head, and he was reconciled to his 
fate. An indulgence in unwholesome and unripe fruit will reconcile 
people to almost anything. 

As soon as King Loriabuloo saw J. B. Thomson he knew why 
Mra, Bryson had treated him with scorn, J. B. Thomson still 
wore his trousers, and wore them in the way that civilised 
humanity has al- 
Ways worn them. 

“A heap good . 
me all wrong.” said 
King Loriabuloo, as 
he removed the 
garments from his 
neck. “ You teechee 
me how to do, 
You'll be my head 
a - 

- B. Thompson 
howed a solemn 

w. He was not 
to be killed. He 
was to be valet to 
the King. He would 
he fel, It was de- 
cided)y tetter than being killed, anda feeling of relief pervaded him. 

The King waved his hand grandly towards the royal treasury 
of salvage clothes, and J. B. Thomson was installed as chief 
second-hand clothesman. It was not a very exalted position, but 
it had infinitely more brilliant possibilities than those he had 
guioved while turning his inwards into a botanical laboratory, so 
J. . Thompson accepted the appointment joyfully, and detern#ued 
to improve his opportunities. 

(10 be continued next week.) 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


i aneiceneneel 

73 Nornoy Roan, PUTNEY, Aquat 10th, 1898. 
DEAR ALLY,—Very many thanks indeed for the ~ Order of 
Merit. lam going to hang it in the office of The Wheelman at 
152 Fleet Street. [enclose some particulars concerning myself 

and photu.—Most sincerely yours, ‘ 
H. Hewitt Garirriy, 
— 


LEGER SCRATCHINGS. 
“ L) i a yom, pear Pee gn peg iy 3 rou! Once I 
hought you my friend: alas! you area snake in the grass, Yo 
have blasted my whole life!” " . : 

The young man who hissed these unpleasant sentences buried 
his face in his hands and thoughtlessly collapsed into an arm-chair 
—thoughtlessly, we say, because these Curtain Road suites at 
ninety shillings aren't constructed to stand sudden shocks, The 
guilty Henry Dingbattock gazed silently on. The victim, with 
ae raring aris continued : ‘ 

Through you, the sweetest, dearest, best-natured girl in all 
East Acton has thrown me aside like a sucked orange. Day before 
yesterday my prospects were heavenly: now all is blackness aul 
bag And you—yow have done it! Like the trusting fool L 
waa, [ accompanied you to the Surrey and Australian match at the 
Oval. An innocent dissipation enough in itself, but what do you— 
black, creeping snake !—do? You kid me on to‘ one more livener,’ 
‘one to wet the other eye,’ and gargle on gargle, till I'm as blind 
nas a begging fiddler. A real pal—not a professed one—would 
have steered me home and dosed me with warm salt and water, 
but not you! What do yew do? Why, prop me up against my 
dear aftianced bride's front door and then ring the belt i! 

The sinister, cruel Dingbattock made no reply. 

“ Now all is over—I've got the chuck. My heart is broken: but 
that isa small matter. I can eke out the rest of my blasted life in 
some foreign monastery, whereas I should have been married next 
shoot and lived in the seventh heaven of happiness, Curr-se 
you 

“George,” said Dingbattock, repentantly, as he crossed the 
room and laid his traitor’s hand upon the poor swain’s shoulder, 
“Tam not wholly responsible for this. Hear me ont. You were 
to be married next month to the sweetest, dearest, best-natured 
girl, not in East Acton, but io all the world.” 

“Twas!” sobbed George. 

“on don't jib at my reminding you, I had promised to be your 

man, 

“ That's true,” admitted the broken-hearted one. 

“That's just where the trouble came in,” continued the false 
friend. “To start with, I'm as shabby as a parish funeral; I 
couldn't possibly have turned up without at least five quids’ worth 
of new clobber. Then I should have been bound to weigh in with 
a present ; and you can't get an electro-plated butter-dish under 
three half-crowns, All this expense I could have stood like 1 
sportsman if it hadn't been for St. Frusquin breaking down, As 1 
daresay you read in the sporting papers, he wrenched his hind 
musclea——" 

“Would it had been your neck !" ejaculated the blighted lover, 

“ And consequently they had to scratch him for the blooming 
Leger, with the result that the last six quid that I had in the 
world—which I'd reckoned on Frusky's turning it into sixteen— 
went kerflop! It isn’t that I mind hanging on with a bit of silver 
till October, but you'll admit—with that awful best man respon. 
sibility staring me iu the face—I'd got to bush up your weddiog or 
commit suicide !” 

a eel 


THE TOOTSIE BATHING CLUS. 


“ Just a teeny, weeny little drop, dear!” 


—_—e1— 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTUR TWENTY-EIGHT. 

THE fli wos sune feched, and, with mi bocksis on the seet and 
Sirrul seetid bi mi side, we drove orf in stait from the larst of mi 
cituashuns, and thankful i wos tu sea the doar klose behind me 
and shaik the dust of the rechid plaize from mi feat. 

Ferst of orl we drove to Sirrul’s logging, and i wated wile he 
paked his portmantue and pade his bil, arftur wich we made our 
wa tu the stashun, and wos just in time tu ketch the trane foar 
Lundun, Sirrul he gives the gard a shilin with the are of a bart 
ornerle.and the korchus ofishul tuchis ‘is hat obseekqusly and 
loks us in a karrige aloan, and orf we stemes on our wa tu the 
grate metroppylis. F 

Foar sum time arftur we startid mi luvur set ina korner gaizin 
at me in obvyus imbarrismint, and fealin the dellykassy of mi 
pershisun i karst down mi i's in madun modisty, foar, with femmy- 
nine instinck i sor wot wos on the tip of his tung. 

At lenth he kaim ovur tu mi side, and bendid tendirly tuwords 
me inquird, in pashernait acksents, if i ‘ad evur luved. 

Thorts of Adolfus and the perfiddyus Alfrid krorzed mi brane as 
he spoke, but fealin that tha wos boath but the outkum of a 
childish pashun i dropt mi i’s and sorftly whispered, “ No.” | 

He heved a grate si of releef as he herd mi repli, wich maid me 
glad i had suprest the detales of mi yuthful afeckshuns. His arm 
stoal around mi waste, and ‘is hansum fais luked Juvingly iutu 
mine. “Elizabeth,” he ses, “ kood yu luv me?” 

Foar « breef momunt i giive miself up tu the eckstassy of the 
citunshun, then mi fais fel upon his manli brest, and i koyli 
arnserd, * Yess.” 

He straned me tu him in afeckshunate imbraize as the swete 
konfeshun fel from mi lipps, and befoar we had gorn anuther mile 
i wos his prommist bryde. 

* 


« « * a * 

At wot beter plaise kood i drop mi pen? Jn anuther weak i shel 
be led blushin tu the hymeenyal horlter, and rain as mistris of the 
kole and greangrocery bisiness wich Sirrul’s par, hoo is in the saim 
line. has set him up in. Elizabeth Miftins has left her larst citua- 
shun, As Misis Sirrul Wilkins she taiks on a permynent engaig- 


ment. 
‘Tue ENp, 


DIDN'T DO BUSINESS. 

A COMMERCIAL traveller on his first trip called upon Harpham, 
a well-known chemist. He was nervous as he put his hand in his 
pocket and handed out a card. 

“I represent that establishment,” said the young man. 

“You are fortunate,” replied the chemist. 

The commercial was encouraged, and said— 

“TE think so, sir, And the chemist who deals with ns is even 
more so, W e have the finest stock of cosmetics in the conntry.” 
ae 1 shouldn't have thought it,” slowly responded Harpham, 
“her colour looks natural,” and he handed back the photograph 
bat a eee man oe ees De by mistake, 

© budding commercial took it aud left hurriedly wi 
waiting tu make any farewell remarks, i as 


a 


RUDE! RUDE! 


“Can you advise me a soap for shaving?” “Dunno; try 
Monkey Brand, old man ; it ought to suit you.” 


eT 


PITY THE POOR POET. 


O'ER the morning Preas and the evening Press 

The poet has pondered, with fond excess 

Of verve, to observe how affairs progress 
Where the African waters flow : 

And, knowing the course of events, would fain 

Ina spirited ultra-Austinian strain 

Of each crisia sing. But hia wish is vain— 
Oh, pity the poet's woe! 


Of valorous t ra entrapped by Oom ; 

Of the hopes of Italia gulphed in gloom , 

Of m: idons marching to far Khartoum ; 

the officers foully slain 

By the Matabele, and burnt to boot ; 

Of the herds those rebels have loved to loot . 

He would sing of such. But he cannot do't— 
Oh, pity the poet's pain! 


Hushed is the tongue of the bard, and still; 
Motionless lain is his grey-goose quill ; 
For of African district, or rill, or hill, 
Or valley, or town, or chief, 
He CANNOT PROXNOUNCE e’en a single name ; 
So he's forced in shame to renounce his aim 
Of attaining a war-warbling laureate’s fanie— 
Oh, pity the poet's grief! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


gibi on McGooseley's nose is like the Tower of Babel. Perchca 
on Shiner. 
Wortny of Note: The boy who brings a penny to a stationcr 
for three cheets of writing-paper. 

Wty does the American, posseasing a treasure which he proudly 
shows to everybody, describe it ns “ out of sight’? 

“THs fur, and no further, my dear!” And she know that her 
hushand had drawn the line at a twenty-cuinea sealskin for her. 

* Passing a joke” is all very well: but never pass one when 
you've got the “Haur-'UN” in hand, They're all worth reading. 


ee 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 


No. 22.—Love LETTER FRoM Lapy HAMILTON, A Cork LE, 
AND A CORKSCREW, THE I’rorentTy OF ADMIRAL Lonp 
NELSON, 


The love letter from Lady Hamilton to the hero of Trafalgar, 
came into A, SLOPER'S possession through a gentleman by the 
name of Walker. The post-mark is dated April 1, 1800, and the 
letter runs as follows :—“ North Bank, Sunday, My own, my 

uiding star—Meet me once again! The heart of the lass that 
loves a sailor, cries, ‘Woe. Emma!" when thou art gone from my 
gaze over the sea! Come where the moonbeams linger in my 
rattage near a wood (observe the address). Come where my love 
lies dreaming, my Horatio, ever of thee! Thine own, Emma.” 
The old-world tone of the sentiments expressed, point with the 
finger of truth to its authenticity. There are scofters who would 
doubt the genuineness of the cork leg and corkscrew, and would 
say that it was not a leg but an arm that the gallant hero lost 
while fighting for his country; and that if the corkscrew did 
belong to The Lord Nelson, A. SLOPER must have sneaked it from 


the bar, 
(To be continued.) 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 444.—Mr. Tom JoHuNstTone, F.O.S. 

“Though in common with most other babies, our 
hero was pronounced to be a most wonderful and 
amusing child, it was not until he had abandoned 
the delights of sugar-sticks for the joys of mild 
tobacco that he gave any decided signs of his enter- 
taining talents. As though to make up for lost 
time, however, Tom rapidly blossomed forth into a 
song and sketch artiste of the first water, and to-day 
there are few more delightful entertainers than the 
—— whose portrait stares you iu the face. In 

is native Lancashire he is widely known and 
appreciated, and his name upon a concert pro- 
gramme is always a certain draw. Chiefly for these 
reasons he was created F.O.8., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him July 25th, 1896.” 


—Debrett Improrced. 
THE WRONG MAN AGAIN. 


(1) County Councillor Jones. I'm glad 1 brought 
an, —_ with me, What lovely figures they’\e 


(2) Mrs. Shrew (as the stroke fea I beg your 
pardon, but you are so like my hus E 


et ed > 
“Sin,—You will understand that all is finished 
entre-nous, and that J don't want to see you any 
more. 1 shall explain at our first interview.— 
BARBARA.” 


>. _ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“The only way to thoroughly perpetuate the memo 
n for the use of 


dom,” 


Majesty's long and glorious reign will be to 
vacyhody: all the public houses in the United 


THE MONSTER. 


\ 


Effie. But surely all women are not dangerous, Professor? Not 


young girls like me, for instance 


of Her 


that young torf chan; 


savings! 


f 
Professor Zoofyte, Ah, Mees Effee! ze bite of ze leetle snake is bad 


as ze bite of ze big, large one. 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 


No. 22.—Topp.rs. 


PEeRIop 1.—When first arriving at Mildew 
Court {caretally packed by the loving hands of 
Jord Bob) as a birthday present to Tootsie, 
Toddles thought he was to have a time of unin- 
terrupted bliss, and felt as happy as a dog 
could wish to be. 


PERIOD 2.—He looked forward to a life of 
delightful ease and petting, for Tootsie declared 
at once that Toddles was a perfect little duck. 
The feeding that Toddles got through was simply 
wonderful ! 

PERIOD 3.—But Toddles did not reckon upon 
William Higgins; and to sce the poor little 
thing bounding from the boot of Bluodstained 
Billiam was truly pitiable. 

PERIoD 4.—Toddles is a brave doggie, and is 
not frightened of a mouse—much. He has been 
known, on one occasion, to valiantly attack, 
single-handed, a formidable beetle; but the 


ew. 


beetle was not of the “ black " species for which 
Mildew Court is famous, and Toddles suffered. 


PERIOD 5.—Affairs of the heart are not un- 
known to Toddles, whose tirst love was of for- 
eign nationality—in point of fact a poodle. But 
the engagement was broken off through the 
instrumentality of Snatcher, who objected to 
aliens in the Family, 


PERIOD 6.—Then Toddles got very much 
attached to one whose breed Snatcher observed 
was a “licker,” it puzzled him so, The pair got 
on baal ether. in fact, Snatcher was almost 
pers to be best man— 


PERIOD 7.—When suddenly the two fond 
hearts were parted. No, they didn’t quarrel, 
neither did a villain step in to blight their young 
lives, The cause of the separation was a half. 
arrel cass by the aforesaid Lilliam of the Blood 

rash, 


[Saturday, August 29, 1896, 
A BAD SPEC. 


Lingering Willie, Well, ‘ere’s a bloomin’ go! Wen 1 made 


togs with me, hey if I didn’t ferget to 


empty th’ pockets, and ‘ee’s gorn orf with ‘ole lot o' my Littl: 


ANOTHER SELL. 


If Podson hadn't been so short- 
sighted, he wouldn't have followed 
his own wife for twenty miles and 
finished up at his own door. 


IT DOES AFFECT 'EM. 


Remarkable case of abnormal 
brain development produced after 
an engagement of six months as 
editor of a Weakly “Comic Ha 
porth.” 
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